Although the officials of the Medico-Chirurgical Society had no possible means of knowing it when they arranged this meeting, to-day is an anniversary of considerable importance in my life. Thirty-nine years ago to-day Mr H. J. Stiles, in an emergency operation, removed my appendix, thereby giving me a life-span far beyond anything which I could reasonably have expected, having regard to the previous medical history both of my family and of myself. Mr Stiles and I were both gainers ; I got thirty-nine years plus ; he got a fee which measured in terms of to-day's spending power and taxation represented roughly one year's salary under the National Health Act and an appendix of roughly (I gather) the size and shape of a banana, about which he lectured to the day of his retirement. After the operation I had a tube in my side for purposes of drainage, and lying on a bed the head end of which was raised above the floor on wooden blocks, I was three or four times knocked off these blocks during the first Week, and from that experience no doubt dates that whole-hearted devotion to the medical and nursing professions which alas ! I have had only too 
